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THE ART AMATEUR. 



exhibited in the rooms of the Lotos Club, looks tame 
hung- in the rather trying light opposite the staircase. 
In the corridor also are paintings by Conrad Kiesel, 
S. R. McKnight, W. E. Plympton, Kirkpatrick, Alfred 
Fredericks, and C. M. Mcllhenney, which deserve a 
better fate than has befallen them. 



ARTISTS' HAUNTS. 



individuality more perfectly than many other places. 
There are the peasant-women with their wide- 
brimmed Leghorn hats blown backward by the wind, 
and making yellow backgrounds for their heads, like 
so many haloes. On market-days they squat in 
groups with their wares about them on the pavement 
of the piazza, that crater of an extinct volcano — for 
such we are told it is and such I believe it — which 



I. ITALY IN SPRING AND SUMMER. 

Contrary to all that is written and said, 
contrary at least to all that I have read and 
heard, the spring and summer are the only 
time of year for the true enjoying of Italy. It 
was then I knew Naples and the all-fair region 
that girdles her enchanted bay ; and Pompeii, 
which no one has seen aright or truly known 
who has not visited it in spring-time. For 
then only can he saunter at his will all day in 
the deserted ^streets with no fear of stifling 
heats or chill air ; or sit long, idle hours in the 
empty rooms watching the lizard flash across 
the stones, and the slow sunbeams trace the 
dance of nymph and faun and little loves 
along the crumbling walls ; while seen through 
the porticos the slender ghost-like trees that 
enring the city flush once more with life as 
they put forth their leafage of tenderest green ; 
and about the doors of Venus' shattered tem- 
ple the scarlet poppies flock in dancing troops, 
and. every crack and crevice in the stones is 
set with ivy emerald-tipped, and quickening 
moss and budding grass. 

Sienna, too, I saw in summer ; and it was 
plain that the summer was the only time to see 
the little city at its best ; though this is true as 
well of all the small Italian towns perched up, 
like Sienna, on the isolated crags or steep ter- 
races that make so singular a feature of Italian 
scenery. Only in weather that permits you 
without discomfort to explore at your will can you 
enjoy Arezzo, Assisi, Perugia, Spoleto, Urbino, 
Orvieto, to niention only a few out of these many 
eyrie-seats. And, in Sienna, how many sights and 
scenes were made to be enjoyed in heats that an 
Englishman indeed may find it hard to bear, but 
which to an American will only make the place seem 
more like home. Not only the Cathedral with its rich 




hearts have wept, and whom so many poets have 
sung." 

But this is not to be an itinerary of Italy. I only 
offer in passing a plea for seeing her at her best ; that 
is, in spring or summer-time and for taking the 
country in a leisurely way by daylight, content with 
seeing less if we have but little time ; only making 
sure that we see that little well. From all that I 
could learn, either from others or from my 
own experience, during the ten months I had 
the happiness to be in Italy, there is no reason 
why people should be afraid of the summer 
there if only they will not live, as nine tenths 
of the Americans and English do, in defiance 
of the climate, in total and defiant disregard 
of the customs of the people, and in a home- 
sick clinging to the hours of eating, and even 
to the food of their own country. 

Clarence Cook. 
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(CONCLUDED.) 



MORNING IN THE FIELDS. 



BY WALTER SATTERLEE. 




"THE FOOT OF THE MOUNTAIN. 
SHURTLEKF. 



BY R. M. 



DRAWN BV THE ARTIST FROM HIS PAINTING IN THE NATIONAL 
ACADF.MV EXHIBITION. 



pulpit, its historied pavement and its library where 
Pinturicchio's frescoes smile as freshly from the walls 
as if painted yesterday, and the old books in the cases 
below temptingly invite you to rummage them, but 
the picture-gallery of the Academy, said to be a for- 
bidden place in the winter, is a most grateful retreat 
in which to while, away the sultry mid-day hours. The 
city, too, has preserved her old-time ways and her 



DRAWN BY THE ARTIST FROM HIS PAINTING IN THE NATIONAL ACADEMY EXHIBITION. 



the heats of July make resemble the crater of an active 
one ; while the city girls with their copper buckets 
gossip about Delia Quercia's sculptured fountain 
(though " 'tis not the true one"), making eyes at 
Adam, and envying Eve. High up in air springs the 
belfry of the Town Hall, poised tip-toe on the cornice- 
edge, and round its top the never-resting flight of 
swallows streams like a pennon ; and on a certain Au- 
gust morning the streets are full of loud-voiced peo- 
ple, peasants and towns-folk, the young men in their 
bright vests and jaunty hats, and the girls in their 
fresh muslins and shining coils of well-oiled hair, all 
bound to see the midsummer races, the great popular 
event of the year in Sienna. Then for the blessing of 
the victorious horse at the altar of the church in his 
owner's quarter, and a moonlight night resounding 
with the stalwart choruses of the youth of the horse's 
party ; while as we lean from the window, the olean- 
ders in the terrace garden beneath us faintly scent the 
air, and far below in the narrow street the tinkle of 
the guitar and the clink of the castanets tell us that . 
victors and vanquished are healing all discord in the 
dance. 

In sunfmer, too, with what delight we slipped along 
the road from Venice to Milan, on which are strung 
like pearls so many cities old in story ! There was 
Padua with its great church of San Antonio domed 
and pinnacled like an Oriental mosque, with Gat- 
tamelata's statue at its door, still keeping in memory 
his own victories and those of Donatello. And in a 
quiet corner of the town one comes upon the little 
vegetable-garden with its homelike maize and pump- 
kins, where hides the Arena chapel homely enough 
to the passer-by, but, within, irradiated with light from 
the frescoes by Giotto that cover its walls with the 
rose and azure of the morning sky. 

Then Verona with its strange church of San Zeno, 
whose gates in their archaic rudeness have more 
suggestiveness than the vaunted trophies of Ghiberti ; 
and its mighty bridge (now, alas, gone forever) that 
seemed to guard with an eternal arm the passage of 
the restless river ; and the legend of Shakespeare's 
and the world's Juliet, with power to make us believe 
this shabby courtyard and its shabbier houses to be 
really what the pretty inscription over the entrance 
declares it : " These are the Houses of the Capulets, 
whence issued that Juliet for whom so many gentle 



Blue drapery imparts orange, which is sus- 
ceptible of allying itself favorably to white, 
and to the light flesh tints of fair complexions 
which have already a more or less determined 
tint of this color. Therefore, blue is suitable 
to most blondes, and in this case justifies its 
reputation. It will not suit brunettes, for 
they have already too much of orange. 

Orange Drapery. — Orange is too glaring 
to be agreeable, it makes fair complexions 
appear blue ; whitens those which have an 
orange tint, and imparts a green hue to those 
which are yellow. 

White Drapery. — Drapery of a lustreless 

white, such as cambric-muslin, assorts well 

with a fresh complexion, the rose color of 

which it relieves, but it is unsuitable to com. 

plexions having a disagreeable tint, because white 

raises the tone ol all colors. 

Very light and thin white draperies, such as muslin 
and lace, have a quite different aspect. They appear 
more gray than white, because of the interstices, 
which absorb the light, while the threads reflect it, 
producing the effect of a mixture of white and black, 
or gray. 

Black Drapery.— Black draperies, lowering the 
tone of the colors with which they are in juxtaposition, 




A HARD SCRAPE. 



BY E. I.. HENRY. 



DRAWN BY THE. ARTIST FROM HIS PAINTING IN THE NATIONAL 
ACADHMV EXHIBITION. 



whiten the skin ; but if the vermilion or rosy parts 
are to a certain point distinct from the drapery, it 
follows, that although lowered in tone they will 
appear redder, relatively to the white parts of the skin 
contiguous to this same drapery, than if the contiguity 
did not exist. 

We will now consider the effect of head-dresses, 
particularly bonnets, which cover the head sufficiently 
to reflect their particular colors upon the com- 



